’t!mt there were 15

- —-—"7““ .. & and phe il
Sy - — :

-
Mrs.
Pinkham’s
Friends

are evorywhere.

Every woman knows |
some woman friend who

has been helped by Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound.
this friend say about it?

Read tho letters from'

women belng published In

this paper. If you are

ailing, don’t try experi-

bn;onta. Rely on the rella~
(: 1]

Mrs. Pinkham’s great
medicine has stood with~
out a peer for thirty
years.

Puzzied women write to
Mrs. Pinkham for advice
which she glves without
charge. The advice is

confidential and accurate,

it has helped a miilion wo-
men. Mrs. Pinkham’s
adilress Is Lynn, Mass,

Curistinn Experience,
Christian experience cannot be order-
el as one orders goons from a store, or
writes & check on a bank. It comes as
a fruit. When we obey we know;
when we believe and follow the Lord
Jesus Ile gives the grace. It may be
very (uietly, but in reality, and with
great comfort.—United Preshyterian.

Speelfic Criminality,

"Aceording to Marambat,’’ savs the
New Voice, ‘8,000, convicts examined
by him, 8 per cent were drunkards;
79 percent of these were vagabonds and
beggars; 60 per cent of the assassins
and 57 per cent of the incendiaries
were drunkards.  Marro found that the
drunkards stood in  the first rank of
highway rohbers, 82 per cent; Vetault
found among 40 aleoholic criminals
homicides, 8
thieves, 5 swindlers, 6 assaulters (on
women), four assaulters (wounding),
and two vagrants.”’

_“f;l_ol-\_a:d l'l'n.\:-

Jemmy—I pledge yon my word that
I'll pay yon hack on Saturday.

Moses—Pledge me your watch
I'll beheve you.—Ally Sloper.

and

Raber—Becker always drinks im-
ported wine, don’t he?

Hallan—Yes, poor fellow, He’s
trying to drown his domestic troubles.
—Brooklyn Life,
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An Excellent Combination.

The pleasant method and beneficial
effects of the well known remedy,
Syrup oF Fi1es, manufactured by the
CavirorNia Fie Syrve Co., illustrate
the value of obtaining the liguid laxa-
tive principles of plants known to be
medicinally laxative and Rresenling
them in the form most refreshing to the
taste and acceptable to the system. It
is the one perfect strengthening laxa-
tive, cleansing the system effectually,
dispelling colds, headaches and fevers
gently yet promptly and enabling one
to overcome habitual constipation per-
manently. Its perfect freedom from
every olyljectinnahle quality and sub-
stance, and its acting on the kidneys,
liver and bowels, withont weakenin
or irritating them, make it the idea
laxative.

In the process of manufacturing figs
are used, as they are pleasant to the
taste, but the medicinal qualities of the
remedy are obtained from senna and
other aromatic plants. by a method
known to the CAriForXiA Fie Syrur
Co, only. Inorder to get iis benelicial
effects and to avoid imitations, please
romern ber the full name of the Company
printed on the front of every package.

CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP CO.

BAN FRANCISCO, CAL.
LOUISVILLE. XY. NEW YORK. N. Y.
For sale by all Druggists.—Price S0c. per bottle.
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What does

HE boy stood and looked and
;" looked at the girl. It was by no

means the first time he had met
her, and he would have been extremely
glad to know that it was the last. That
Is to say, he would have wished, of all
thinzs in the world, never to part from
her agaln. But this, he acknowledged
to himself, was past hoplng for. All
her people were so clever, everybody
she kuew had written something or
other, ghe was only used to the very
most intellectual persons. Why, even
this party that he was now at was given
In the great room at the end of her fa-
ther's garden where lie wrote his won-
derful books. And he—he was such a
countrified fellow., He only had money

and a ridieulously, guite intellectually
, useless strength of hody, e could
only shoot and hunt and play games
and manage dogs and horses. Boorish
pursuits, he thought, despairingly.
Onece he brightened for a moment as he
looked round the crowd of nervous,
narrow-shouldered men,

“1'd bet anything not one of ‘em could
bring down a pheasant at 100 yards,”
he sald, and almost chuckled to him-
self,

Nobody took any notlee of him, He
felt that he had hardly any right to be
there. If bhe had ever taken a composi-
tlon prize at school, or even so much as
written a letter to the papers, he felt
that he need not have stood there so
ashamed. Once she In her capaclty as
young hostess had come and spoken to
him. Very shyly. And po wonder, he
thought, bitterly. What single thing in
common with her could such a stupid
fellow as he have? Andso she had left
{ him alone, after taking him to one or
two girls whom he supposed to embody
genfus in its most terrible form, the
feminine spechmen, and who therefore
found, and left, him dumb.

S0 he wandered off Into a far corner,
| for it was a large room, and when he

Liad put himself .behind a small grove

ol portfolios he could wateh her with-

out belng seen in anybody's way, For

a long time he gazed at her, very fair,
iuud In white, with what he called a

lump of black velvet agalnst her shin-

Ing white shoulder, Then at last she

wis lost to him In a throng far away at
| the other end of the room. He turned
|‘ Lis back on everybody and looked with
a curlous, Ingenious wonder at some
Inca drawings which were In the cor-
ner on the wall,

He dld not observe that the nolse of
volees grew less and less, and then
ceased altogether, Ie was lost In a
dream of her, till suddenly he was
awakened by the electrie lights going
out altogether and the sound of the key
turning In the lock of the door. He
listened acutely then, and heard the
gay volees growlng falnter apd fainter
outside, a8 the guests went along the
Chinese-lanterned path into the house
to supper. He started out of his corner
to rush for the door and try to make
somebody hear him, But he entangled
nlmself among the portfollo stands with
i loud mnolise, and when he exwieated
himself and felt cautlously round in
the darkness for landmarks he found
that he had lost his bearings. The
sounds outside died quite away.

He stood still and wondered what he
should do. And where was she? What
more worthy man was handing her to
supper? His teeth came together at
the thought. 1t had been his one final
daring hope—and then to retire to vege-
tate and slowly die in the empty coun-
try. And even this had been denled
him, He felt a chalr near aud sat heav-
iy down.

Then his sharpened senses seemed to
toke In a breath and a soft rustle a
very long way off, and there came a
low, sweet volee, “Are you there, Mr,
Penwin?"

, Rapture. “Are you?' was all he
could say, and be bounded from hls
thalr.

Blie langhed gently. “Yes, I—I got
left behind as—as you did, you know!"

*1 can’t Imagine how 1 did It," he
sald.

“You were dreaming something beau-
tiful in your corner——""

“1 was,” he cried out eagerly, and he-
gan to make his stumbling way toward
her volee.

—"something that I shall perhaps
read some day In a great book?' she
breathed softly,

He stopped groping with a gasp,
Heavens! this was worse than any-
thing. She took him, hlm, for a writer!
He blushed as he stood there In the
darkness. And, of course, how could
she suppose that any guest of her fa-
ther's had not wrltten, or was not about
to write, some world-stirring master-
plece? It thrilled hlm for a moment
| to think she bad thoughbt bim capable
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even for an Instant of writing some-
thing, anything. But the despair was
all the flatter afterward. Well, it cer-
talnly was all over now, the only thing
was to get away from her as quickly
and with as littde Letrayal of his stu-
pldity as possible. So be blundered
out:

“Tell me what 1 can do to let you
out."

"l.'ﬁ-.“
thought,

“Us," he echoed, and his heart seemad
to him to stop beating as he sald. That
she should put herself Into one worl
with him and say “us!"

“There aren't any windows.” she sald.
in a volce that struck him as oddly
calm, coming through the tumult of his
feeliugs, “latber has It lighted from
the top, go that he shan't see anything
to distract his thoughts, or we could
have got out that way."”

“Does he really?' said Penwin, In
overflowing admiration of this iron type
of genlus, “Splendid man!"

“Do you think so?" she sald, slowly.
“I think the blue sky or the great
clouds and the trees and flowers would
help to mnke one's thoughts beautiful—
and true."”

He became more ashamed than ever,
feellng that her reverence for poetle
things was high, Indeed,

The only thing he could think of to
sny was: “Where are the switches?
Can't I turn on the light?"

“Outslde.” Then she laughed gayly.
“I'm afrald we really are locked up till
they remember us!” ,

*Wel!l” *Us!” It wrought upon him
50 that he could hardly hear it. Surely
she dld not understand what she was
doing to him! “If you only knew,” he
began. recklessly, and then pulled him-
self up.

she said, very gently, he

I AM QUITE LOST, AREXN'T YoUu 2"

“What?

“Oh—you know everything!"

“Indeed, no; there nre some things I
would like very, very much to know."
He heard that she sighed softly. This
was torment, Why was he not a learn-
ed man, so that she conld have asked
him and he could have told her?

“I—I think I notlced a candle on that
table,” he stammered, dismally, *“The
one with the prickly edge.”

“Yes, If one only knew where It was,"
she sald, “I'm quite lost, aren’t you?"

“Qulte,” he sald, forlornly,

“l don’'t know where anything s

“1 do.”

“What?"

“You," he sald, simply.

“That's an Idea,” she sald, as If it
were an agreeable one,

“"What? How?' he crled, in dellght.
Was it possible, then, that he had ldeas
without recognlzing them?

“If we find each other we shall nt
any rate have found something.”

e was speechless. Then he sald, al-
most trembling:

“May I come to you?"

“Yees" she sald. And well might
she hesitate In that heavenly, daluty
way, he thanght. To tind bl was but
a poor hope for her, even If o find her
was to him just everything.

He heard agaln the soft rustle,

“Are you coming to me?" he asked,
incredulous of his joy.

“Of course, 1 must meet you half-
way."

“If you could—oh, If yon would—"

“l am doing it," she sald, and laughed
softly agaln,

He beard several bumps and noises
close to his own knees and shing and
supposed that he wng making them
with his own person, but he could not
take account of that when she was
“coming half-way." Next moment his
hand grasped a soft one, put out to feel
its way. Before he or she could stop
he had touched her, herself, and hls
nostrils caught up the scent of her hair.

Bhe withdrex from him with a soft,
surprised “Oh!"”

He, too, could only echo the “Oh."”
and the hand loosed Itself from his long-
Ing hand that dared not keep it.

Neither spoke for awhlle, e feared
he should never be forgiven, and even
furionsly wished that be had written
something, Then he would have had a
right at least to want to touch her.

“I think T am standing near the table
where the candle was,” she sald falutly
at lnst,

He found his matehbox In humble
silence. There was only one mateh In
It and he struck it. It turned out to be
the wrong table, but he sueceeded In
bringing the mateh alight to the eandle,
though he really did not see it, Ie
only saw her. 8he was pale, he thought.
She must be very aongry, The candle
had been, so It happened, plnchied with
a wet finger the night before, 1t sput-
tered and spat in a vixenish manner
and went angrily out, ''he mateh, too.
There was sllence again.

“Well, we saw how we were stand-
ing,"” she sald. Her voice was very
low.

“Yes" Bo was hils,

“But I don't seem to remember—"

“Nor do 11"

Another silence,

“It's so anpnoying,” he ventured,

“It I8, she said, but quite softly.

“So horrid for you!”

“So tiresome for you," she was say-
ing at the snme time,

“*Ob, 1 don't mind,"

“And, you see, it's—Iit's myv father's
room,"” she added, In an explanatory
manner, so that he could not but feel
that something had been explained, He
would have been glad to have been told
what,

“! guppose we
nervously,

“Yes."

There was a long sllence. IMe heard
that she sat down, and he moved close
to her silently.

“I suppose—"" he began, desperately.

“Oh!" she erled.

“Yes?"

“1 didn’t think you were so near!”

“Did I frighten you?’” How he for-
bore to call her “dearest” he did not
know.

“0h, no."”

“Thent"

“It startled me, But T think I like
to have you near. It's so dark.”

“It is—very dark.” He came nearer,
It was deliclous to think she could be
afrald of the dark, e had feared she
was too clever.

“WWaat were youn golng to say?" she
asked.

“I suppose,” he sald, despalr coming
on again, "l suppose there wasn't any-
body here to-nlght who hadn't written
a book 7"

“Most of them—several,” He fancled
she sighed again. It must be boredom
this time, to think of the brilliant peo-
ple at supper while she was shut up
with him. He fancied that It was with
an effort she turned to hlm and sald:

“And when's your hook coming out?"
She dld speak wearlly,

“I—1 don't know," he stammered.

“You are a slow writer, then?”

“1 can't even spell,” he blurted out.

“Oh, T don't know that that makes
any difference,”

There was another silence. Then ghe
appeared to make another effort,

“And you really can't tell me when it
would be of any use putting it on my
list 7"

“Oh, how can T bear It?"
enme out of a drenm.

She supposed hls work had not been
accepted, and reproached herself for
conversational clumsiness. And then
somehow went on to make It worse,

“They generally don't mind,” she
sald.

“Mind what?" he murmured.

“Being refused.”

Ie felt himself grow burning hot,

“Have 1 been refused?' he stam-
mered,

“You know,"

“1 didn't dream T had dared—1 don't
understand. How did you guess what
I-__II

“1t's 80 usual,” she sald,

He found he was fighting for breath.

“But you mustn't mind,” she sald
with sudden kindness, “You must be
proud, and say like the others, that It's
gross blindness and prejudiee, and that

can talk?" she sald

Iis volce

somebody else will recognlze your
merlt."”
“The—the others? he stammered.

“What others¥*

“All those who bave been refused.”

“Hundreds,"”

“Were—were there many 7"

Penwin lald bold bard of the edge of
her chalr,

“But you mustn't mind so much, In-
deed, you musin’t, dear Mr. Penwin,
Everybody begins by being refused,
Please don’t mind 20"

“How ean 1 belp?' he demanded al-
most with a sob.

She put out 4 ministering hand and it
met his cheek, which wag bowed down.
There wus a tear on it, e gelzed the
hand and Kkissed It, and then, they
nelther of them knew how, he was on
his konees by her side,

“Make up to me for It—a liitle,” he
sald. "It Is as hard as death.”

Her hand was stlll In both of his. He
felt a subtle change In It. It quivered,
and then seemed consclously to sur-
render Itself to bim., e kissed It
again,

new volce, “somehow I shonld not have

thought you were a writing man.”

“Why not?

“You don't look like it, you know."”

“1 don't.,” he admitted, miserably.

“And you never ask how muech So-
and-So got for So-and-So, and you never
seem annoyed at anybody's book being
n success, and you never say a good
thing and then seem to think you've
wasted i, and you don’t talk about
form and loeal color, and—"

“You see," he plended, “I'm quite a
novice!"

“And always when you eame Into the
room there seemed to come a breath
from the mountains where nobody
hunts for unusual words and where
one can live with real and beantiful
things Instead of writing and reading
about them, and I—liked that."

e wngs so sad and so happy that he
wns dumb,

“D'you know, I'd—1'd rather you
didn't write!”
“Duleie! e had never dared even

to think of her by her name, but now it
seemed the cne word In the whole world
that belonged to his lips., “Dulcle!”

“Yes," she whispered,

“Don't you like writing men 2"

“I'm glck to death of tlrem."”

“Could you llke a man who couldn'y
put two words together?" he panted.

“I'm afraid I do."”

“Could you—could you love him?"

“I'm afrald I do."

IFfor one sharp moment happiness
seemed a greater agony than despair,
Then he leaned Uls face Lo hels, abd ti-ll

agony was gone.—Good Words.

FIREMAN'S FRIGHTFUL FALL.

Kunocked from His Engine, He Plunged
Into the Big Muoddy.

Railroad men on the Missourl Pacifie
are tnlking yet about an aecident which
befell George Norrls, a fireman who
works on the Kausas Olty and Omaha
Hne, during the winter. Norrls was
working with Pat Kelly, and one nlght
they were bringing south the fast train
from Omaha which wseaches Kansas
Clty at 10:35, Kelly was riding with his
head out of the window watching for
obstructions on the numerous curves

where the rallroad runs close to the
Missourl River a few miles above
Leavenworth.

The train was making between thirty
and thirty-five miles an hour following
close to the river when Norris started
to shake the grates, The bar broke
and he fell backward and off the en-
gine. It happened that just at that mo-
ment the train was running on a part
of the tracks that rests on an embank-
ment of stone and earth that slopes
down to the viver. Norrls rolled down
the bank and into the water, The
streain was not deep, but the water
wits cold, and, though he was bruised
in a dozen places nnd bleeding, Norris
lost no time in cellmbing up the bauk.
But the train went on at full speed.
Kelly did not miss his fireman until he
was a mile from where Norrls whas
“spilled.” He ran the traln into Leav-
enworth, turned his engine over to an-
other man and ran a switeh engine
back down the track to look for his fire-
man, He took some rallrondmen with
him, expecting to find Norris dead. The
tralnmen say when Kelly snw his fire-
man  walking down the track with
water dripping down his face the re-
unlon was ag joyous as that of long-
parted  brothers, Norrls went to the
hospital, but 18 back on bis englne now.
—Knnsas City Star.

Clock S tars,

Probably the majority of people sup
pose that the obeervatories obtain the
correct thue from the sun.  When the
avernge man wishes to give his wageh
the highest pralse he says, “It regu-
Intes the sun,” not belng aware that a
wateh which would keep with the sun
around the year would have to be negr-
ly as bad as Capt. Cuttle's, The farin-
er may safely declde when to go to
dinner by the sun, but if the mariner
was a8 conlident that the sun marked
nlways the correct time a8 the farmer
I8 he would be sure to be at thnes 200
or 300 miles from where he thoughit he
wias,  In other words, the sun—that ix,
a sun dial--ig only correet on a fow
dioys In each year, and during the In-
tervening thnes gets as far as 0 whole
quarter hour fast or slow, accovding to
Appleton's Popular Selence Monthly,

There arve severnl bhundeed  sars
whose posltlons have been establishe 1
with the greatest nceurney by the most
careful observations at a pumher of
the  prinelpal observatories of  the
world.  If n slar's exact position I8
known, It can rveadily be ealenlated
when It will pass the merldian of uny
given place—that Is, the Instant It wal
cross o north and south line through
the place. The data regarding theso
arars are all published In the naatieal
almanacs, which are got out by several
different observations for the use o?
navigators and all others who nave
uses for them. These stars are known
us “clock stars.”

Let any man get far enough away
from the seene of s erime, and he will
belleve down lo his heart that he Is ln-
nocent,

Oceastonully you see 4 man In o dress
sult who looks more llke n wish bone
than anything else,

When a boy has freckles on his baek,

“Alter all," she sald, by and by, n u | it Is & sign that be Is a good swinwer,
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